Helen and Martha, their children, and the grandchildren
of the elder sister. Even when she was invited to the
country for a weekend she would take "my dear ones1
gallery" along and set it up in the same way; she would
get up at seven in the morning to pick fresh wild flowers
for the "gallery" because there was no florist.

In that same corner building at Fifty-eighth Street and
Sixth Avenue we used to lunch in the quiet dining-room
during the last years. The bar is outside the dining-room,
Here Wanda would wait for me at noon until I got back
from my constitutional in Central Park, Usually my
"constitutional" consisted of sitting on a crowded bench
among noisy babies, nurses, and young mothers, rewriting
in small notebooks the German version of my 1931 play,
Somebody,

When I would rejoin Wanda after one of these con-
stitutionals, I would find three people huddled together
at the end of the bar, still empty so early in the day;
Wanda, the old silver-haired Greek bartender, and an
engineer whom Louis Bromfidd introduced ami .spoke
very highly of, who was a dwarf. This trio would con-
verse there in an undertone every day until I arrived.
("What do you three keep talking about so constantly,
day after day?" . . , "The smaller problem* of the
world,")

Like the silver-haired bartender, who used to gin* her
a cocktail and a half and sometimes two for the price of
one, our waiter, Costa, was "a friend of hm." C losu WAS
a helpful, perpetually smiling little (*reek, about to go
home to Greece for good. On the map of the, Mediter-
ranean he showed us one of the Greek islands no bigger pictures
